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Sing — for poets, ſtill on fire, 

Always ſing and ſtrike the lyre, 
Altho', in fact, whate'er they ſay, 
Moſt poets neither ſing nor play. 


I ſing but ere I do begin, 


Let's not forget that *twere a fin, 
In any age, 1n any nation, 


To ſtart without an invocation. 
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Come then, harmonious ſiſters nine! 
Confeſt of origin divine, 
And ſtand before me, at your eaſe, 
Or cloth'd or naked, as you pleaſe, 
Mankind, with univerſal voice, 
Agree that poets have their choice; 
That ev'ry bard, of right, may chule, 
Of all the nine, his fav'rite muſe ; 
But, which to take? for choice breeds care, 
When all are ſmiling, graceful, fair ? 
That is the queſtion—'tis no matter : 


I will not, muſt not, cannot flatter. 


Thou, ſickly muſe, who giv'ſt aſſiſtance 
To Courtney Melmoth, keep thy diſtance. 
Thou art ſo ſtupid, that, with thee, 

I wiſh to have no Sympathy : 

And thou, who yearly doſt inſpire 
The dull, the feeble, faltring lyre 

Of him who ſweeps old Seaton's Prize, 


1 from my very ſoul deſpile. 
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Nor do I aſk thy aid, young madam, 
Who ſpinneſt odes, not all worth a damn; 
Odes for a birth, or new-year's day, 
For little lads to ſing or ſay; 

Odes, to which not a ſingle peer, 

Or peereſs, ever lends an car; 

Except that lord—I hope no ſcandal— 
Who late was bit by a mad Handel ; 
Who did invent, and not conceal, 

That cake of ham, bread, butter, veal, 
Which lifts his, name up to the ſky, - 
And hands it to poſterity. 

Perchance another may be found, 
Attentive leſs to ſenſe than ſound, 
Caught in, of harmony, the web, 

A dilitanti doctor Jebb, 

Theſe two, at court, were not afraid 
To dance a jig—that Handel made, 

As for the reſt, they mind the ſqualling 
No more than if *twere catterwauling, 
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Such things are courtiers, tis no wonder 
That they are deaf, tho' Jove ſhould thunder. 50 
You ſee it in their anxious faces, 
They're loſt in penſions and in places: 
Or be they commoners or pecrs, 
They're ſo abſorb'd in hopes or fears, 
That they have ncither eyes nor ears 
For any other carthly thing 
Than ſmile of miniſter and king: 


Court-gamblers all, engag'd at dice, 
Now up, now down, all in a trice. 


The game they play, at this great rout, 5 


Is, Out and in, and in and out. 
Do but behold that prelate there — 
He has five thouſand pounds a year, 
| Yet feels himſelf with that unſated, 
And prays the king to be tranſlated. 65 
Thoſe lords, in ribbands blue and green, 
'Tho' plump, are dying of the ſpleen — 
They now are out, they once were in, 


They 
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They both would think it no diſgrace 
To be reſtor d to any place; 

To fetch or carry they would try, 

Or wipe the ſhoes of majeſty. 

That gen'ral, who, the Vankies ſay, 
Than fight, had rather run away; 
(But this I ween is only ſlander) 
Expects to be our chief commander. 
Not only theſe, but all that crowd 
Of lawyers, ſoldiers, prelates proud, 
Are ſo intent on that one thing 

To pleaſe the miniſter and king, 
That, e'en the muſick of the ſpheres 
Would never ſtrike their ſtupid ears. 
No matter—We have long been tir'd 
Of laureat muſe by ſack inſpir d; 
For who can liſten, when ſhe ſings 
Of nothing, but the beſt of kings ? 
E'en from Tom Warton, twere but folly 


T'expect new matter after Colly. 
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That Thomas, if you wiſh to ken, 

Search for him midſt ſome crowd of men 
Aſlembl'd at a fair or wake, 

Or bating bull tied to a ſtake, 

Or camp, or Andrew prating loud ; 

Alike to Tom ſo't be a crowd. 

But, if you chuſe to ſearch his wallets, 
You'll find them ſtuff'd with ancient ballads, 
Stol'n from minc'd pies, from kitchen walls, 
From chandlers ſhops, from coblers ſtalls ; 
That if a man ſhould want waſte-paper, 
Atany time, to light a taper, 

To light a fire, or light a pipe, 

Or ſhould he even want to wipe 

His pen; or ſhould ſome lady fair, 

From taking cold in the night air, 

Of ſinging in her ears complain, 

The doctor would preſcribe in vain; 


For ſhe might ſearch the kingdom round, 
Not one old ballad's to be found, 
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So hath friend Tom, and Doctor Percy, 
Stript walls and ſtalls without all mercy. 


Your ſervant Mils—Aye, tis the ſame : 

You nced not, lady, tell your name ; 

I know you by your patchy garment : 

Tis not your own, ſo there's no harm in't. 

You are the muſe, who, in this age, 

Write ſongs for gardens and the ſtage, 

So pretty, witty and, ſo fine— 

I'd hang myſelf if they were mine. 
Who have we here ?_Tis ſhe, I ween, 

That doth profels to cure the ſpleen ; 

The comic muſe, with ſmiles and graces. 


But pr'ythee, child, why theſe grimaces ? 


You've learnt thoſe tricks from that O'Keefe. 


You're turning fool, 'tis my belief. 


You lady, with that weeping eye, 
That ſolemn ſtep of majeſty, 
Are call'd the mule of tragedy, 
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There was a time, there was an age, 
When you ſublimely trod the ſtage ! 
All we have left is to deplore : 
Shakeſpeare and Garrick are no more 
I want you not: III tell you why; 
I'd always rather laugh than cry. 


That muſe, who ſeems ſo wond' rous coy, 


Yet ſeems ſo ripe for love and Joy, 

Is ſhe, in education's ſpite, 

Who teacheth ladies how to write 
Romances ; ladies, who, at ſchool, 
Did never learn one grammar-rule ; 
Ladies, who daily glut the town 
With ill- told ſtories not their own; 
Illiterate nonſenſe, with intent 

To render maids incontinent ; 

Or who, as now the mode in France is, 


For comedies, write ſtage-romances, 
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$o full of Venus and of Cupid, 
So ſentimental, and ſo ſtupid ! 


Now take your leave, and court'ſey lowly : 


My compliments to Mrs. Cowley. 

I may be rude; but, on my life, 

] had much rather have a wife 

Could make a pudding or a pye 

Than write a play good reaſon why: 

I never ſaw tis truly ſhocking— 

A writing lady mend her ſtocking, 

Now, if ſhe will but let us ſee, 

I'll lay a crown, above the knee 

There is a hole—Ah, fye upon't! 

Ladies I mean you no affront, 

But I adviſe you, one and all, 

Learned, unlearned, great and ſmall, 

If you regard thoſe creatures, men, 

Reſume your needle for your pen. 

'T were better to employ your time 

In making ſhifts than making rhime. 
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Moſt men had rather ſee you ſtitching; 
Girls, ſo employ'd, are ail bewitching. 
If thus to induſtry ye turn ye, 

Ye'll huſbands get before Miſs Burney. 


So far, fair ſiſters, tis agreed 


To other bards you may procecd, 


There ſtands a muſe among the crowd, 
Of aſpect keen and pert and proud, 
And yet there ſcems, I know not why, 
Senſe, wit, and humour in her eye. 

I wonder who 'twas Butler fired, 

Who Rab'lais, Swift, and Sterne inſpired ? 
« Twas I, the mule reply'd, what then? 
I own my paſſion for thoſe men 

Of genius, and for many more 

Who liv'd and laugh'd in days of yore, 


In ancient Greece I firſt began 


T'amuſe myſelf with mortal man. 
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In Athens once I dwelt at caſe. 
Tlodg'd with Ariſtophanes. 

From Greece away I fled, in haſte, 
When with her liberty, her taſte 

She loſt. To Italy I went, 

On laſhing Vice and Folly bent; 
Where, as I ſtept upon the ſtrand, 
One Terence ſhook me by the hand : 
Me, joy ful, he chapron'd to Rome, 
Which, for a time, became my home. 
To Horace, Juvenal, and Martial, 
And Plautus, I was ever partial. 

Oft, very oft, to ſay the truth, 
You'll call it but a trick of youth, 
I've loll'd with Horace on a pillow 
And drank a bottle at his villa. 


Alaſs ! they died—I wonder why 
Such ſouls as theſe ſhould ever dic? 
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Henceforth, the influence of the nine, 
On Earth, 'gan rapidly decline : 
Devils incarnate rul'd mankind, 
And all the world, at once, grew blind. 205 
They took a tyrant for a thing, 
By Jove appointed, call'd a king. 
They took a pricft—'tis ſhame to hear on't— 


1A pamper'd prieſt, for God's vicegerent. 


But, what of all appears moſt odd, 210 


They took a wafer for their God : 

A God, I mean, of fleſh and blood, 

That cat and drank, and fat and ſtood. 

They ſwore that prieſt, with ſign of croſs, 

Could of that wafer make a horſe; | 215 

And, faith, perchance the prieſt was right; 

A horſe of gingerbread, he might. 

1 hey ſwore, that prieſts, with power divine, 

Could into blood transform good wine; 

But, ere you could inſpect the cup, | 220 
The pricſt took care to drink it up. 
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They ſwore—a very likely tory |— 

In brimſtone, hell, or purgatory, 

(And ſwore it with an oath imperial,) 

That ſouls would burn, tho' immaterial. 225 
They ſwore, that wooden ſtatues fainted, 

And pictures by fign-painters painted, 

Could hear and ſee, and, like poſtillion. 

Ride poſt to heav'n, with pray'rs on pillion, 

They ſwore that e'en the knuckle bone 230 
Of ſaint-like ſinner, dead and gone, 

On being touch'd, would heal a wound, 

Or ſave from being hang'd or drown'd : 

And, to complete th' abſurdity, 

That, three was one, and one was three. 235 
All this they ſwore, and with the ſword 

Maintain'd it goſpel of the Lord. 

Such doctrine down men's throats they cram'd: 

Believe, they cry'd, or you'll be damn'd. 

| Believe, or, by our Virgin goddeſs, 240 


We'll roaſt your ſouls and burn your bodies. 


Such 
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guch impious nonſenſe—on my word, 
Than Egypt's onions more abſurd, — 
Such impious nonſenſe to maintain, 


Full half mankind, by prieſts were lain. 


Great Jove | that prieſts, of all mankind, 


Should be moſt wicked and moſt blind ! 
Methinks religions might diſpenſe 
| With want of honeſty and ſenſe ; 
But, for my life, I can't tell why 
All creeds ſhould breathe impiety. 


We muſes, you may well ſuppoſe, 


Fled from ſuch times and crimes as thoſe. 


No ſooner were the muſes fled, 

Than Ign'rance her black curtain ſpread, 
And intercepted, from men's fight, 

Of ſenſe and reaſon, all the light. 
Compulſive Faith, fell Superſtition, 


Infernal zeal, damn'd Inquiſition, 
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Stalk'd ruthleſs o'er a bleeding world. 
Ah! Jove, why not thy vengeance hurl'd? 
But Jove, the ruler of the ſky, 


Knows well, no doubt, the reaſon why.“ 


| _ $0 ſpake the muſe, or rather ſung. 
She heav'd a ſigh, and held her tongue. 

I hope not like the Bear and fiddle, 

She ends her ſtory in the middle. 

No, no: ſhe only paus'd for breath, | 

One would not ſing a mule to death. 

Since that's the caſe, the poet too 


Will pauſe, and, reader, ſo may you. 
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BO ot ni 


I. often, by my grandſire, told, 

Things are not, as they were of old; 

That quality, in former days, 

Before th invention of poſt-chaiſe, 

In coach and fix, came up to town, 5 
And eke in coach and fix went down, 

Ah, happy times! no taxes then 


On horſes, coaches, and coachmen. 
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My Lord, to let his cattle dine, 
Would dine himſelf, and call for wine: 


His ſervants too, altho' none drank hard, 


With Boniface would quaff a tankard ; 
But now, c'gad, you might as ſoon 
Stop Blanchard in his air-balloon, 

Or ſtay the flight, by hook or crook, 
Of Jim, the Oxford paſtry-cook, 

As ſtop a coach, chaiſe, or machine: 
They all ſeem bound for Gretna-green ; 
Or I ſhould ſay, but 'twere uncivil, 
They all are poſting to the devil. 

Not ſo, as I have ſaid before, 

The good old coach and fix of yore. 
His lordſhip dined, and then mayhap, 
If fo. inclined, he took a nap. 

At four the coachman, honeſt Steady, 
Informs my Lord the coach is ready. 


So I to wake the muſe adventure. 


She ſtarts, I ſwear no harm is meant her: 
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I only hope 'twill not be long 
Before ſhe doth reſume her ſong ; 30 
For time is ever on the wing. | 


She ſmiled, and thus began to ſing. 


“ In darkneſs many a cent'ry paſs'd ; 

But Genius 'gan to dawn at laſt, 

I ſaw the light, and travell'd poſt to = 
Florence, where with Arioſto 

And Boccacio telling ſtories, 

(None ever were preferr'd before his) 

I lived quite to my heart's content, 

From Italy to Spain I went. 40 
Cervantes there I did inſpire, 

Whom every nation ſtill admire, 

In France, I, in ſucceſſive times, 


Knew men of proſe and men of rhymes ; 


Rabelais, and La Fontain, Moliere, 45 


Boileau, La Mott, Scaron, Voltaire. 
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In Britain, Shakeſpeare, Butler, Prior, 
Three bards of humour, wit and fire. 
Buckingham, Swift and Arbuthnot, 
And Gay and Congreve, not a jot 


Inferior to the wits of old. 


In later times, I have been told 

* Scribblers there are, and not a few, 
Men whom, I ſwear, I never knew, 
Who boaſt of favours never granted. 
I own, in Britain I gallanted 
With Roſcius, and I took his pen 
And wrote a prologue now and then. 
The Conoifleur, I freely own, 
That whilom much amuſed the town. 
Alaſs, poor Thornton, thou art dead ! 

Much wit and humour with thee fled, 


But thy aſſociate ſtill ſurvives. 
Such wits ſhould have a thouſand lives. 
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| In Britain too I knew a ſon 65 
Of wit and humour, farce and fun, 
Who, rich in true preſence d eſprit, 

Eclept bon mot and repartee, 

No favour'd mortal could excel, 

Or raiſe the table-roar fo well. 2 2994 70 
Alaſs, poor Foot ! peace to thy tomb ! 
Let rigid Virtue look at home. 


One moon: light night, in Covent- garden, 
(For ſcandal I care not a farthing) 
I met one Churchill, ſtout and bold, 75 
He was a pricſt, I have been told. 
| He tœok me for a pliant wench 
From mother Cole's or the King's bench. 
He aſſed me, if I choſe to drink 
A glaſs of wine? — I tipt the wink, 80 
And in he led me nothing loth. 
The waiter gone, and ſeated both, 


* Charles, 
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© Charles, Charles, I cry'd, thou art a poet; | 
But, well I know, thou doſt not know it. | 
Apollo ſent me, and this night 8 
I pick'd thee up to make thee write. 

I am thy muſe ſent by Apollo: 

His godſhip leads, and thou muſt follow. 

Exert thyſelf ; be not afraid : 

The title be h Ro/ciade.” n---- 


Haſt thou not ſeen, where eunuchs ſing, 
A ſhepherd's boy ſaluted king? 
HFaſt thou not ſeen, in low deriſion, 
A faggot-maker hail'd phyſician? 
So Churchill ſtared and ſtood agaſt, 95 
Stalk'd thrice acroſs the room: at laſt 
He rang, and call'd for pen and ink, 
And wrote, before he ſlept a wink, 
A hundred lines, without correction, 


Much heſitation, or reflexion, 100 
At 
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At Portici, ſo haſt thou ſeen, 

Veſuvius, on a day ſerene, 

Before a preſage could tranſpire, 

Burſt forth at once and vomit fire. 
This bard, I own, I ſometimes met 

At taverns, where we took a whet ; 

But he, at laſt, as with a punk, 

With Fame, that trumpeter, got drunk : 
Regardleſs whom he flew or wounded, 
He vice with virtue oft confounded. 

* Virtue, he cry'd, is not a faint: 


— 8 Le 
Tis manly freedom, unconſtraint, 


Tis Churchill, Wilkes, contempt of riches, 
Cudgel, white ſtockings, leather breeches. 


Once, in his pranks, at Johnſon's fame 
He aim'd a blow, but miſs'd his aim; 
Then, in defence of pious Jack, 


He threw a painter on his back, 
And, ſo belabour'd him beſide, 


That ſome aver, the painter died, 
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My next excurſion, from this mountain, 
Was to king Bladud's ancient fountain: 
(Not to drink water: no, the nine 

Had rather, if you pleaſe, drink wine.) 
That fountain where, to cure the gout, 
Men boil their inſide and their out; 

That ſpring to which the fruitleſs fair, 


By doctors ſent, in crowds repair, 


With help of Teague, to get an heir; 
That fountain, where, by high-bred bunters, 


Iriſh blacklegs and fortune hunters, 
Giddy, unthinking, unapprized, 

Young DER and maids are ſacrificed ; 
That fountain, near whoſe tepid ſtream, 
Herſchal, awake or-in a dream, 

Firſt ſaw, what long had been deny'd us, 
That wond'rous fight, the Georgium Sidus. 
From this gay ſcene of ſong and dance 


Retired, I met a baid, by chance, 
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Ot wit and humour ripe for fame, 
Anſtey, he told me, was his name. 

I fat me down cloſe by his fide 

And caus'd him write The Mew Bath Guide. 


Thence t'wards the North I took my way, 


Not to proud Caledonia, 
T'whoſe modern bards the art belongs 


Of fabrieating ancient ſongs: 

Where pious cant and dull grimace, 

Of wit and humour fill the place: 

Where formal loons, in every ſtation, 150 
Grind Hiſtories of every nation, 

As men grind pepper in a mill, 


Or corn or coffee, if you will: 


Where canon-law and phyſic thrive, 
Whence doctors, like bees from a hive, 15 5 
Or Goths and Vandals from the north, 


In mortal crowds do iſſue forth, | 
5 | All 


THE PATRIAD. 13 


All armed with Æſculapian ſkill 

To cure mankind—or elſe to kill: 150 

Where lads employed in ſpreading bliſters, 

In rolling pills, in {quirting clyſters, 

Are doctors dubb'd and ſtraight commence 

Death and deſtruction to diſpenſe. 

If you but ſend the fee, of courſe I65 ; 6 

They'll make a doctor of your horſe: | 
And why not doctor? fince tis ſaid 


Nero his horſe a Conſul made. 


On this my northern tour, perchance, 
Joyous in rural ſong and dance 170 
With nymphs and ſwains upon the green, 
A prieſt I found, of aſpect keen. 
Meagre he was, but blith and gay. 
Hail, muſe, he cry'd : here lyes your way. 
Come dwell with us. Go, honeſt looby, 


And hither fetch my uncle Toby : 175 
E Say 
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Say to his honour, corporal Trim, 
hope, will come along with him, 
And widow Wadman. Tis no jeſt, 
This night a muſe ſhall be my gueſt.” 


With Sterne, jocund and blith as May, 
I trifled many an hour away. 
How hard, poor Shandy, thou wer't fated, 
To be ſo ſoon to Heaven tranſlated | 
Thou waſt indecent I confels : 
Nor would thy humour have been leſs 
If, now and then, with pen more chaſte, 
Thou'dſt blotted what was wrote in haſte, 
Thy ſtars and ribaldry contain 
No wit, no humour: this is plain; 
For they excite nor mirth nor fun, 
Even when read by Henderſon. 
But peace attend thy ſhade ! thy glory 
Reſts firm in poor Le Fevre's ſtory. 
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| Of late, I now and then, by fats, 
Amuſe myſelf with ſummer wits ; 
With either Colman, on the ſtage, 
By turns to laſh and pleaſe the age: 


* 


Or mong the Cyclops in the ſtrand, 
I ſhake Paul Pindar by the hand. 

I know it well, his name is Peter, 

But Paul ſuits better with our metre ; 
And muſes have a right to call 


Paul Peter, or write Peter Paul.” 


So ſung the muſe, and, whilſt ſhe ſung, 
Enrapt I on her accents hung. 
But, finding now, her ſtory ended, 
I bow'd, and ſaid, be not offended, 
If an unworthy ſuitor may 
Preſume to-aſk a favour ; ſay 
Will you refuſe to ſpend an hour 


With me in yon ſequeſter'd bower? 
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My humble board affords no dainties: 

I own too, that your bard no ſaint is; 

But, virtuous females may depend 

| To find in me a modeſt friend. 215 
There ſtands a couch, where, if you pleaſe, 
Luxurious you may loll at eaſe. 

I boaſt no nectar; to be plain, 

I'll draw a cork of briſk champaigne. 

Give me your hand: all I require 220 
| Is, that you'll deign to tune my lyre. 

« Lead on, ſhe ſaid; I'm now at leiſure, 

And, fince you fay twill give you pleaſure, 

Ido conſent awhile to dwell 

In that ſequeſtered rural cell.“ 225 
She ended, and the lyre ſhe took ; 


And ſo we end our ſecond book. 
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HE traveller purſues his courſe, 
Perchance on foot, or on a horſe, 
Thro' deſerts wild, and long benighted 
With dread of thieves or ghoſts affrighted, 
Beſpatter'd, - weary and forlorn, 5 
At length ſalutes the riſing morn 
With rapture: ſo we now rejoice 


To hear the muſe, with welcome voice 
Proclaim 


f lñ 


Proclaim the invocation paſt, 
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And that we are arriv'd at laſt, 


Not at the end, but the commence— 
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Ment of our tale heroic ; whence 


The world ni learn, or rather might, 
If men would read ; for tho' we write, 
And cant'ring with our muſe proceed, BY 
It is not clear, the world will read, 


No matter, if we are rejected, 
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Milton himſelf was once neglected, 


We cannot help your want of taſte, | 
Genius, like cork, will riſe at laſt, _ 20 
Tho', for a time, by envious cub, 
# „ Held at the bottom of the tub. 
| Thus we deſpiſe thoſe peeviſh elves, 
; | 16 Reviewers, and conſole ourſelves, 
x Exclaiming to the bubbled town, alt 25 
1 what horrid ſtuff Reviews are grown | 
F | The Monthly—whiſper : on my life ' 
Is wrote by Griffiths and his wife, 

The 
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The Critical, it is well known, 


Is ſcribbled all by Hamilton. 

As ſor the Engliſh, all its ſtock 

Of knowledge iſſues from the Lock, 
What pr'ythee, to inſtruct or pleaſe, 
Can flow from fountains ſuch as theſe ?” 
Stop, Pegaſus | ſhew ſome diſcretion : 
Remember this is all digreſſion. 


The world will learn 


The world will learn, what is moſt true, 


Aye that's the cue. 


And Homer ſang, and ſang ſo ſo, 


Above two thouſand years ago, 
That ſocial ſtrife and diſcord civil, 


As then, is now the very devil. 


It happen'd, on a certain time, 
No matter in what age or clime, 


Two loving ſiſters did fall out. 


Tell us good muſe, what twas about. 
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The younger kept a conſtant ſputter | 
About her daily bread and butter, 


Which ſhe, enraged, would often ſay, 


The elder ſiſter ſtole away. 
« You filch, ſaid ſhe, my rock, my reel, 
My carding ſtool, my ſpinning wheel, 


If I but dare to ſell or pawn 


My linen ſmock with ſleeves of lawn, 


If under- petticoat of flannel, 


In ſport, I throw acroſs the channel; 


Or if, perchance, in any quarter, 

I truck a ruſty muſty garter, 

For dram of whiſkey or potatoes, 

With din, like that of ten cantatos, 
Or, like a rattling peal of thunder, 


| You bother your meek ſiſter Blunder. 
What (in her rage ſhe'd often ſay) 


Concerns it you, or yours, I pray, 
To whom, or how I do diſpoſe 
Of goods of chattels, or of clothes ? 
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or if, perchance, when all is gone, 

I find it ſtandeth me upon 

To ſell, when I am ſo inclin'd, 

The only thing that's left behind? 
Indeed to ſpeak the truth methinks, 
You might in prudence, madam Minx, 
Have ſaved yourſelf and me the trouble 
Of all this mighty hubble bubble. 

But now attentive lend an ear. 

From this day forth, I vow and ſwear, 
By great St. Patrick, and by Jeſus, 

If you continue thus to teize us; 

If you be always after talking 

Like a grey- gooſe or gally-gaukin, 
About the things that don't concern ye, 
I ſhall, or may the devil burn me, 
Soon act a bloody play or farce 
And kick your ſhins or whip your 


Sce there, ſhe ſaid, upon my right 
A gallant formidable fight, 
F 
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An iron grove of glitt ring ſpears, 
All men of thimbles and of ſhears, 
Wich ſour milk and potatoes fed, 
An ample match for beef and bread. Co 
Behold the cavalry of Cork: 

They'll fight your prince or duke of York. 

W hat tho' in military ſtraddle 

T hey fit revers'd u pon the ſaddle, 

And to the crupper turn their faces, 95 
*Tis Iriſh all and no diſgrace is. 

Thus ſeated, they in caſe of rout, 


Have then no need to turn about. 


Three valiant knights precede the reſt; 

Dubb'd lately, by his Grace, in jeſt, 100 
A boy, a fiſher, papiſt doctor! 

The city ſwore my Lord had mock'd her. 


Behold embattled, that fair hoſt, 
My pride, my fortitude, my boaſt : 


Cabogues 
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Cabogues and cowboys from Dunleary 10 5 
White-boys and black from Tipperary; 

Heroes who never were afraid 

To carry off defenceleſs maid: 

All men of valour, moſt notorious 

For drinking firſt of Auguſt glorious; 110 
Immortal memory to that prince 

Whom we ſhould have forgot long fince, 

Had it not been—peace with your boaſting — 

For Engliſh funds and Iriſh toaſting. 

The glorious battle of the Boyne, 115 
Twas ſomewhat yours and ſomewhat mine, 

The glorious battle, that day won, 

Drove out the whore of Babylon; 

But having changed our minds ſince then 

We join to bring her back again. 120 
To ſay the truth, tween you and me, 

We're both as arrant brims as ſhe; 

But that is neither here nor there, 


A G—ve—r, and L—g-n-r, 
F 2 Have 
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Have ſhewn, in ſpite of rank and riches, 125 


That female nobles may be bs. 


Now caſt your eye along the line, 
Theſe men of valour all are mine. 
In ſpite of nature and their ſtars, 
T hey ſwear, by Jeſus, to the wars 197 I 30 

They ſwarm indignant from their hives, 


By being Lit to ſave their lives. 


Mark well that troop, whoſe helmets ſhine 

Almoſt as bright as yours and mine. 

Behold their plumes and ſtand appall'd: 135 
| Theſe ® heroes we have Patriots call'd. 

Their chieftain mitred, as you ſee, 


The pride of epiſcopacy : 


A man 


What! call common ſoldiers Heroes? — Homer in the firſt page of the Iliad 
has done the ſame thing. Si ces troupes (ſays Madam Dacier) e/totent toutes des heros, 
Quels devorent ęſtre les capitaines ?*—And pray, learned Madam, by whom were you. 
taught, that a common ſoldier may not be as great a hero as a captain But theſe 


Hibernians were not common ſoldiers : they were very uncommon ſoldiers ; Volunteers; 
heroes all. 
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A man who, any time of day, 
Had rather fight or 
Who for a patriotic life, 


than pray: | 


Hath left at home a lovely wite. 

To leave a wife, a good one too! 

What could a patriot prieſt more do? 

Theſe bands puiflant hurl defiance, 

And ſoon will bring you to compliance. 
We'll teach you But I needs muſt pauſe 
For want of breath.” —They hifs'd applauſe : 
For, in that country, it doth hap 

Men always hiſs, when they ſhould clap, 


And vice verſa: wrong is right, 


Great ſmall, high low, up down, black white. 


Hibernia paus'd but clinch'd her fiſt 
(With paſſion, ſome aver ſhe p—) 
Straddling ſhe ſtood ; her face as red 


As Lord Mayor's gown or turkey's head, 
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Or, if you pleaſe, compare her face 
To this Morocco letter-caſe. 

Juſt in this attitude I've ſeen, 
Of Billingſgate, the gin-full queen, 
When ſcarce conſeſſing Gods ſuperiors 
She bids the world kiſs her poſteriors. 
From her red eyes flaſhes proceed 
Like thoſe from ſhield of Diomede. 
Her brawny azure legs beſtride 
The ample kennel's ſable tide 
Like that coloſſus (a true tale) 
Between whoſe legs a ſhip might fail. 
Her loud ſhrill pipe delights our ears 
As ſow in gate or grinding ſheers. 
In blackguard elocution, all 
The Grecks and Trojans, great and ſmall, 
Who brawling, fighting, ſounding trumpet, 
Spent ten long years about a ſtrumpet, 


She far excels. Now, reader, liſt! 


With magic wand I ftrike the miſt. 
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Lo! it diſſolves into thin air. 


Thou now ſhalt ſee things as they are. 


That mighty patriotic hoſt 

That ſeem'd ſubſtantial, is a ghoſt; 
A phantom rais'd by pope and devil ; 
For, ſince we're grown ſo mighty civil, 
His holineſs will not deny 
His int'reſt with his majeſty 
Of hell: and fo, between the two, 
They rais'd this patriotic crew 
To frighten miniſters of ſtate 
And furniſh matter for debate. 
That troop, led on by patriot G—n 
Tho fleſh they ſeem that crows might fatten, 
Is nothing more without a joke, 
Than unſubſtantial vapour, ſmoke, 
Thoſe myrmidons of patriot F—d 
Are neither fiſh nor fleſh nor blood, 
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That F 
That F 
To tell the Britiſh parliament 


d, of patriotiſm the ghoſt ; 195 


d, who whilom travell'd poſt, 


That by his country he was ſent 
To ſhew them that he could with eaſe, 


Act Cicero or Demoſthenes. 200 
He ſpoke, Ye Gods! and all he ſaid 
Was, that he came from Holyhead, 


Or faith it might be from Park-gate, 


: In forty hours, to ſave the ſtate, 
i N -# The Britiſh parliament, aſtound 
- Liſten'd in ſilence to the ſound | 
And marvell'd at the ſenſe profound. 
But what made parliament moſt crop- ſick 
| Was, that death's head upon a mop-ſtick 
' | 7 Should ſcarce ſurpaſs in what he faid +57: 270 


Old friar Bacon's brazen head. 


as Brea AW 


Such are the patriots of theſe days. 
4 EM Whom fools admire, whom witlings praiſe, 
Whom 
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Whom Truth, with philoſophic eyes, 
Surveys, pervades, and mult deſpiſe; 
And Virtue, with upliſted hands, 
Exclaims, © A Pult'ney and a Saund; 
Are yet remember'd prating loud, 
Then ſunk degraded in the crowd 

Of other prating patriots ; proud 

To ſell themſelves, and, in requital, 
Accept a ribbon or a title,” 

Juſt God! but 'tis in vain to curſc. 
Thus we deſcend from bad to worſe. 
All public virtue, (ſhame to tell !) 

We might, alas! expect as well 


"Mong gangs of thieves or fiends in hell, 


Is there a prelate, in that groupe, 
That would not knecl before the Pope, 
And leave his conſcience in the lurch, 
To be advanc'd in mother church, 
And thence obtain the papal power 
The loaves and fiſhes to devour ? 
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Is there a peer in all that houſe 

Who for his country cares a ſous, 
Provided he may [way the realm 

And fit unrivall'd at the helm? 

Is there a member in that chapel, 

Who would not Eve-like, for an apple, 
N 6 every ray of virtue blind, | 

Both damn himſelf and all mankind ? 

Is there a freeman in the land 


That will not ope his filthy hand 


To ſell bis ſuffrage to a fool, 

A ſervile miniſterial tool, 245 
Reſol d to ſell, and fo he ought, 

In parliament the vote he bought? 

Deluded wretches! can ye hope, 

Ye who ſo well deſerve a rope, 

That men, who by a venal tribe, 

Will not themſelves accept a bribe ? 250 
Think ye, than you my lord more nice is? 

Great men have only greater vices, 


2 They 


THE PATRIAD. 


They love their country, it is true, 
Juſt as much, and no more than you, 
Alas! Hibernia, thou art taught 

That kingdoms may be fold and bought. 
A F—d, a G=t—n, B—k, a F—x. 
Would they were all faſt in the ſtocks ! 
There let them, eloquently loud, 
Amuſe the greaſy, gaping crowd: 
There let them talk till they expire, 
And may the mob ſhout and admire. 
We know them well and what they feel 
When prating of their country's weal. 


We know their aim is to devour 


Their country's wealth and all the power. 


We know, in ſpite of all pretence, 
Of all their wit and all their ſenſe, 
That patriotiſm but means pretenſions 
To honours, profits, places, penſions. 
We feel their tongues a greater evil 


Than thunder, light'ning, and the devil. 
G 2 
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We know that fools, in frantic zeal, 


May give a ſtab to public weal, 


And, by ill-timed impertinence, 
Annihilate all juſt pretence 

To future ſiſterly conditions 
And cquitable Propoſitions. 
Hibernia! 'tis, alas, too true! 


Thy children yet unborn ſhall rue 


The dire effect of modern crimes 
And politics of modern times. 


Then ſhalt thou ſay, convinc'd at laſt, 


& Patrick! the glorious day is paſt, 
There was a time, a fatal hour, 

When liberty and native power 

Begg'd to return, tho' long neglected; 


But we, like fools, the boon rejected.” 


Thus may a courtier in diſgrace, 


By too much cunning, loſe a place. 


Thus many a miſer's thirſt of pelf 


Perſuades the wretch to rob himſelf, 
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Thus 
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Thus many a ſqucamiſh froward belle, 
Victim to pride, leads apes in hell, 
Patriots, I hate you, great and ſmall ! 


One yonesT MAN is worth you all, 


F IN I 


45 


295 


